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"Well this was a great fucking idea," Dave grumbled as he climbed back into the passenger seat. 

Sighing, Taylor turned towards his copilot. "What's the damage?" 

"Looks like a busted water pump. How much further do we have to go?" 

"About twenty miles. Think she'll make it?" 

"Not likely. I'd say any further than a couple of miles, and you'll be sending Louise to van heaven’ 

"Shit, man" Taylor raked his fingers through his hair. "What should we do? Call a tow truck? The guys?" 


ltl take the guys 5 hours to get here, and | wouldn't begin to know who to call for a tow." Dave glanced down 
at his phone. "Besides, we're in the middle of nowhere. | don't have a signal." 


Mirroring his friend's actions, Taylor checked his own phone. 
No Service. 


"Fuck. What the hell are we gonna do?" The pitch in Taylor's voice began to rise and his eyes grew wide. He 


was starting to panic. "We're in the middle of a damn forrest, and its fucking negative degrees outside! It's 


dark, no one knows where we are..." 


"T, man, chill! We're gonna be fine. We have the van for shelter, and the rest of the guys are coming up in the 
morning. We'll make it through the night, if you don't die of hyperventilation Now breathe" 


Taylor drew a few deep, steadying breaths, forcing himself to relax. Dave was right. The temperature was 
dropping, but they had a haven in Louise. Pat, Nate and Chris, who would be coming up the following morning, 
would no doubt spot them on the side of the road and come to their rescue. He could make it through one 


night. Hell, in lb years with Dave, he'd surely had worse. 


The trip had been Dave's idea. A few quiet days in the mountains, just the five of them. A chance to 
reconnect, recharge, and hopefully begin compiling material for a new album. He had always looked back so 
fondly on the time he, Nate and Taylor had spent living together in Virginia. The intimate bond that had 
developed during those months had produced- what he still considered to this day- some of their best work. 


For Dave, Virginia also marked the true beginning of his relationship with Taylor. The rest of the band often 
joked that it was hard to tell where Dave ended, and Taylor began; from their haircuts, down to their 
gregarious personalities, they were one and the same. From the very day they met- in the hot, over-crowded 
wings of a festival stage- he knew that they would be friends for the rest of their lives. But it was those 
months in Virginia, tucked away from the rest of the world, that had propelled them from friends to 


something more. 


On those warm summer nights- sitting with Taylor, and watching the sun's last golden rays slip below the 
horizon- Dave had fallen in love. Waking up each morning, wrapped up in tangled sheets and a lanky drummer, 
he never imagined that it would end. But with the album complete, and a tour awaiting, they left Virginia. Away 
from their private refuge, the spell had been broken. While the bond remained, the physicality, the intimacy, 
had gone. 


Dave longed for those earlier days. For the inspiration, and love, that he had felt then. And so he had planned 


the retreat- seven days in a cabin hidden away in the Sequoia National Forest- in an effort to recapture that 


which he had lost. 

The notion to attempt the journey in Louise- the drummer's beloved, albeit unreliable, van- had been Taylor's. 
Why Dave hadn't quashed that suggestion upon its utterance was now lost on him as they sat, stranded, on a 
deserted stretch of highway. 

"So now what?" Taylor asked, his voice returning to a more reasonable register. 


"Now we settle in for the night, | suppose." 


As Dave spoke, he unbuckled his seatbelt and climbed through to the back of the van. Taylor followed suit, 
gathering the pillows and blankets that he had packed for the retreat. 


"Should we just stretch out and sleep on the floor?" Dave asked, glancing around the vehicle's interior. 

"Nah, man. This back seat folds out flat, we can sleep on that- | mean, if you don't mind sharing.." 

Taylor suddenly found his fingers abundantly interesting. It had been some time since the two of them had 
shared a bed- and the last time they had, it had been anything but platonic. The vivd memory brought a flush 
to his cheeks. 


I'm down if you are," Dave declared, flipping down the back seat and stretching out across it. 


Taylor wasn't sure if he was relieved or disappointed that the possible implications of sharing a bed once more 
didn't seem to register with Dave. 


What the fuck? Get it together, Hawkins! 


He cursed himself as he laid out the blankets and climbed onto the makeshift bed next to his best friend. 
Handing a pillow to Dave, he turned his back to the man and laid his head on his own. 


"G'night, T," Dave yawned. 


"Night, Disco." 


Several hours later Dave awoke, the right side of his body considerably warmer than the left. His sleep addled 
brain struggled to find the reason why. Somewhere, in the chill of the night, instinct had taken over and the 
two bodies had clung together for warmth. Now, Taylor lay nuzzled in the crook of his arm, his head resting 
on Dave's shoulder. A bittersweet smile tugged at the corners of Dave's mouth. As he absentmindedly stroked 
the drummer's hair, he was taken back to another time. 

Warm Virginia nights. 

Bar-b-cues and sunsets 

Pow-wows that lasted into the early hours of the morning, talking and laughing until his voice went hoarse. 

Running his hands over toned, sun-kissed skin 


Fingers grasping at sharp, angular hps 


Hands in his hair, and soft, pink lps on his neck. 


The last memory was so vivid, it caused his breath to hitch, snapping him out of his reverie. It was then that 
he realized it wasn't a memory- that those lips were in the here and now, gently leaving warm, wet patches in 
their wake. 


For a moment, Dave was so shocked that he almost forgot to breathe. Finally, he managed to whisper, "T. 
A hand smoothed its way up his chest, gently cupping his cheek as hazel eyes found his in the moonlight. 
"Shhh..." A small smile played across Taylor's lips as he dipped his head and pressed them to Dave's. 


A sigh escaped the brunette as he welcomed the kiss. Shy and tentative at first- as though Dave were a 
mirage which might shimmer into nothing if he came too close- Taylor kissed his forehead, nose, the corners 


of his mouth. 


"Do you remember the last time we found ourselves in bed together?" Taylor pulled back to ask, gazing 


thoughtfully into deep brown eyes as his index finger traced the outline of Dave's jaw. 

"Very much." 

‘I've missed you. Missed this." 

Dave reached up to stroke Taylor's cheek with his thumb, "What happened back then? To us?" 
Shaking his head, Tay pressed a finger to Dave's lips and whispered, "Not now." 


He lowered his head, lips making contact with the singer's throat. He could feel Dave's pulse beneath the warm 
skin, a steady beat played out by a heart that used to beat only for him. He yearned to feel that love once 


more; to bask in its glow and savor the warmth found in its passion. 


He wouldn't answer Dave's question now, because he couldn't. He, himself, had never fully understood what had 


happened. 


In the months after their physical relationship had ended, he had privately grieved his loss. Too afraid to 
confront Dave on the issue, he assigned the blame to himself; perhaps he had been too clingy, or perhaps not 
clingy enough. He threw himself into a haze of drugs and alcohol, in an attempt to deaden the pain. The 
resulting overdose and coma forced him to confront not only his own mortality, but the possibility that his 
self destructive habits could cause him to lose Dave altogether. The desire for Dave to remain in his life, in 


any capacity, was the motivation he needed to set him on the path to sobriety. 


In the years since, he had come to regard their time together as a season in their lives, over the moment 
they left Virginia and stepped back into the world. While Dave's love for him had never wavered, it had 


changed. Tenderness had become camaraderie; infatuation- fondness. Words once whispered in private had 


become adoration lavished on him for an audience. Taylor longed to be Dave's only audience once more. 


A strong finger slipped under his chin, and he tilted his head back as Dave's lips met his. Tongues danced as 
long, slender hands knotted themselves in soft, dark tresses. Years of desire held in reserve came rushing 


forth, tumbling from their lips in breathless moans. 


Taylor slid one leg over Dave and pushed himself up, straddling his companion. His gaze settled on Dave as he 
silently lifted his shirt over his head. The desire in those hazel eyes smoldered with such intensity, they 
seemed to glow in the dim moonlight. He slid his hands under the cotton of Dave's shirt, dancing his fingers 
over the smooth skin. Dave shuddered, and moaned quietly, but his eyes never left Taylor's. He was trapped in 


those eyes; the hunger, the need, held him spellbound 


He found his own shirt being pulled off, and the feeling of the drummer's skin flush against his own drew him 
from his trance. He wrapped his arms around the slender form atop him as velvety soft lips found the 
sensitive spot just behind his ear. In one swift motion he rolled them, and Taylor looked up to find his own 
longing reflected back at him. This. This is where he wanted to be, needed to be. Not stuck in a van on the 
shoulder of some desolate highway, but at the center of a fire he thought had long since burned out. 


Though several years separated their last physical encounter and this moment, their bodies had never truly 
forgotten each other. Dave's fingers played up and down Taylor's slight frame, guided by memory to each spot 
that he knew would elicit a gasp or a shudder from the blonde. He trailed hungry kisses down the man's chest, 
pausing to graze a nipple with his teeth. Again he found a hand knotted in his hair, as Taylor exhaled a moan 
that went straight to his groin. He unbuttoned Taylor's pants, carefully pulling them off one leg, and then the 
other. As he fingered the waistband of Taylor's shorts, he paused, resting his forehead against Taylor's 


stomach. 
"What's wrong, D?" Taylor propped himself up on his elbows, his brow knitted in concern 
"Nothing. Absolutely nothing." 


Dave smiled and placed a tender kiss on Taylor's abdomen before hooking his fingers into the elastic of his 
shorts and easing them down He trailed his fingers up Taylor's length and ran his thumb lightly over the head 
before taking him into his mouth. Something akin to instinct took over as he savored the taste of this man 
that he had learned to pleasure all those years ago. He trusted that instinct to guide him now, and took Taylor 
deeper into his throat, causing the blonde's head to fall back and a rush of air to escape his lungs. 


He could feel his own need stirring, and he paused momentarily to remove what remained of his own clothing. 
Settling back into his previous position, he slipped a hand under one of Tay's legs and pushed it out wide. Taylor 
trembled slightly when he felt a hand wrap around him. The rough, calloused fingers which stroked him were a 
delicious contrast to the warm, wet tongue that had found its way to his entrance. The knot in his stomach 
was growing tight, and he knew that he was close to the edge. Sitting up, he placed his hands on Dave's 


shoulders and pushed him back, until the two men were face to face. 


He kissed the brunette with all of the love and desire that he could muster. When they broke apart, his eyes 


found Dave's in the darkness. 

"| want you," he whispered. "I want to feel you inside me. 

"Tay, are you sure? It's been so long. | don't want to hurt you" Dave tucked a lock of hair behind Taylor's ear. 
"| dort care" He kissed Dave's neck, clavicle. "I want you: 


He pushed the frontman onto his back and covered his body with kisses. He'd dreamt about this man for 
years; his smell, his taste, his touch. To have it all laid out before him now was ethereal. He drank it all in as 
he trailed his way down and greedily took Dave into his mouth. With one hand splayed against his inner thigh, 
he worked quickly. The sounds which emanated from his partner were a thing of beauty. The hips that rolled 
beneath him told him that Dave was ready. 


Dave gave a slight grunt of protest as Taylor withdrew his mouth, but was quickly silenced by the sight of 
the man crawling up his body. Hovering over the brunette, Taylor paused. He ached to feel release, but he also 
needed to hold on to every precious moment that he had with this man. He lowered himself slowly, allowing 
himself to adjust, the discomfort he felt diminished by the feeling of being connected once more to the one 
that he loved. 


They made love, engulfed in the flames of their passion, clinging to each other when, at last, they were 
granted release. They held each other as they came down, panting softly, but saying nothing. Each was lost in 
his own thoughts. They pondered their past, present, and future. Neither was sure what lay ahead for them, 
and it was this uncertainty which finally prompted Taylor to speak. 


"What happens now?" 

Dave traced his fingers up and down Taylor's arm as he pondered this. He wanted Taylor to be his, now and 
forever. But what if Taylor didn't feel the same? What if, for Taylor, this was just "one more for old time's 
sake"? Then again, he had lost this man once through inaction, and he'd be dammed if he was going to make 
the same mistake twice. He drew a deep breath, and answered. 

"| don't know. | love you, T. | always have and | always will. If you're asking me what | want, | want this. Forever. 
But | understand if you don't want the same thing. What happens now is whatever you want. If you want this 
to be a one-time thing, so be it. I'll do whatever makes you happy.” 

"This makes me happy," Taylor replied, tracing a finger over the tattoo above Dave's heart. 


"Really?" Dave turned to look at Taylor. 


"Yeah. Don't look so surprised," he laughed. "I love you too, D. | had convinced myself that what we had all 
those years ago was just a fling, and that | was happy just to have you as my friend. My best friend. But | 


know now that that's not true. What we have is more than that, and | don't think that | can ever go back to 
being just your friend." 


Dave grinned and nuzzled his face into the crook of Taylor's neck. It was at precisely this moment that his 


mind- as per usual- decided to kick into overdrive. 


"So what now? Are we together? Like, together together? Do we tell anyone? Do we tell everyone? Do we tell 


the guys?" 


"D, calm down" Taylor chuckled. He slipped a finger under Dave's chin, lifting his head until their eyes met. "We 
can figure all of that out later. We have time. We have forever, together. Let's just be here, now. Okay?" 


"Okay" 

‘ie 

ree 

"| love you! 

Dave marveled at the man in his arms. This beautiful creature had chosen him, loved him. He would never 
again have to lay awake at right- alone- pining for lost love. He had found it right here in Taylor's arms. The 


lonely stretch of highway suddenly felt like home. 


"| love you too, T." 


